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	1. Chapter 1

**Authors Note: I own nothing.**

Preface: Dreams

(Raven's p.o.v.)

It was my sixteenth birthday and I had just blown out my candles when there was a knock on the door. I opened the front door to come face to face with a human Lord Voldemort.

"Happy birthday, Raven."


	2. Chapter 2
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Chapter One: Special Guest?

My eyes snapped open as I bolted upright in my upstairs bedroom. Then, realizing where I was, I fell back onto the bed with a sigh, scar tingling.

I heard a sharp rap on my door.

"Get up!" Came the shrill voice of my aunt, Petunia Dursley. "We have a very busy day today!"

"Yes, Aunt Petunia." I slid out of my bed and stretched.

I pulled on a pair of grey sweat pants and a black T-shirt as the sound of Petunia's footsteps faded away. Making my way out into the hall, I went into the bathroom and brushed my teeth and hair. Once I was done with that, I walked down the stairs.

"Good, you're up." Petunia said almost approvingly. Almost. "Get in the car."

We spent most of the day driving around downtown. Turns out, the only reason I was allowed to go with was because they wanted me to make dinner for an important customer of Uncle Vernon's. But I didn't really care, I was just happy to be out of the house.

Once we were done in town, we drove back to Number Four Private Drive.

"Hurry!" Petunia ushered us through the front door. "They'll be here in a few hours!"

I rushed to prepare a pot roast, steamed greenbeans, homemade mashed potatoes, and a huge red velvet cake with creamcheese frosting. I also put a large bottle of red wine in the fridge to keep it cold.

Everything had just been set on the diningroom table when there was a knock on the door. Petunia ran into view wearing a pale yellow floor-length dress. Vernon and Dudley Dursley followed, looking very much like a walrus and a baby whale, both wearing black tuxedos.

"Hide!" Petunia whispered to me urgently.

I ducked under a counter in the kitchen. I heard the door open.

"Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Malfoy." Petunia said in an overly friendly voice.

"Hello, Mrs. Dursley, you look lovely this evening." Came the smooth voice of Lucius Malfoy.
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Chapter Two: Truth

I swore under my breath. How was I going to get myself out of this one without being noticed? I looked around and let out a sigh of relief. The backdoor leading into the yard was open.

I padded silently toward the open door and was almost out said door when my elbow hit a pan, knocking it to the floor. The silence that followed the loud crash was deafening.

"If you'll excuse me for a moment, I just need to put the cat outside." Vernon chuckled nervously.

I heard his heavy foot falls coming closer. It was a good thing he had to be quiet at the moment. But the yelling would come later.

He came into the kitchen, face purple in rage, and pointed towards the back door. I bolted. I was just outside the door when I heard a word that couldn't have came from a worse person at a worse time.

"Potter!" Draco Malfoy exclaimed in shock, having seen me through the back window.

"Shit!" I sprinted across the lawn and jumped the fence, streaking towards the park.

I could hear the sound of two people running after me, getting closer. My wand was locked in the cupboard under the stairs, so I had no way to defend myself. I reached the park and glanced over my shoulder. The two blondes were less than twenty feet behind me and I had no where to hide.

"Potter!" My rival called. "Wait! We just want to talk!"

"Yeah,okay. Right! And Voldemort doesn't want to kill me!" I turned to face them.

"Will you just listen?!" Draco panted.

"Potter," Lucius began. "The Dark Lord never wanted to kill you. He pretended to want to kill you so Dumbledore wouldn't see you as a threat! He was protecting you! If he really wanted you dead, you would have been a long time ago."

I wanted to deny it. To tell them they were wrong. But, for some reason, I believed him.

"Dumbledore has been letting you fight his battles for years. He knew if you felt as though you had no choice you would kill Voldemort or die trying. And if you survived he would kill you and say that Voldemort had done it!" His words made sense. I had already known that Dumbledore had been manipulating me, but I never knew how deep the manipulation went.

"But Voldemort killed my parents! He gave me my scar, that's how I know he tried to kill me!" I yelled.

"No! Dumbledore killed them!" Lucius sighed. "You have that scar because when Dumbledore tried to kill you, you weren't effected! You never even defeated the Dark Lord as a baby!"

"W-what?" I stumbled backwards, suddenly feeling very light headed.

"Have you ever noticed that you have blank spots in your memory? That you don't remember somethings or times very clearly?" I nodded dumbly, vision going blurry. "Those are planted memories! Dumbledore put them in your head to manipulate you into following him blindly!"

"Father, something's wrong. Look at her face!" Draco said urgently. I fell forward, Draco just barely able to catch me before I hit the ground. "Raven!"
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Chapter three: Unlocked Memories

_I was walking down a corridor in place that I immediately recognized as Hogwarts. I tried to look around to see exactly where in the castle I was, but I realized that I had no control over my movements._

_ "I don't care if you think it's for the 'greater good', the girl does not deserve to die!" I heard my potions proffesor, Severus Snape, yell at someone. I ducked behind a suit of armor to listen._

_ "Severus, we're talking about the fate of the entire wizarding world! Is one girls life more important than millions of innocents?" Came none other than Proffesor Dumbledores calm voice from around the corner._

_ "So you're saying Potters life doesn't matter? It's just means to an end."Snape sneered._

_ "Would you rather have countless people die and even more lose their freedom? Or would you prefer that only one little brat die in their place?" Dumbledore said, his calm voice tone slipping._

_ "That 'little brat' is Lily's daughter, Dumbledore." Snape insisted._

_ "And she's a threat! What if she decided to switch sides, hmm? She's powerful. We need to make sure she doesn't turn and the only way to do that is to kill her."_

_ "So if she doesn't manage to kill the Dark Lord and he kills her, what then?"_

_ "We'll figure that out when the time comes." I tried to back away but bumped into another suit of armor, knocking it to the ground with a loud crash. "What was that?"_

_ I was frozen in a mixture of fear and shock when Dumbledore rounded the corner._

_ "Raven, what are you doing wandering around the castle at this time of night?" He asked, eyes twinkling brightly._

_ "Don't you dare try to make it seem like you care!" I snarled._

_ "How much did you hear?" The twinkle was gone, replaced by a stoney glare._

_ "Enough to know you're planning on killing me."_

_ "I'm sorry about this." He pointed his wand at me. "Obliviate!"_

_ ... _

_The image faded into another. This time I was at the Burrow in a room with Ron, Hermione, and Ginny._

_ "I just don't trust him!" I ranted._

_ "Why? Dumbledore has been nothing but good to you." Hermione insisted. But there was something in her eyes that I recognized. It was hate and anger, swirling around in their muddy-brown irises._

_ ..._

_ I was in a graveyard, surrounded by deatheaters._

_ "Raven, just listen to me!" Voldemort exclaimed, dodging curses coming from my own wand. "I don't want to kill you, I never did! I didn't kill your parents, I didn't even go to their home that night!"_

_ "Liar!" I screamed._

_ ..._

_ "Have a seat, Raven." Dumbledore smiled, eyes twinkling madly. "Do you know why you're here?"_

_ "No, sir."_

_ "I just wished to speak with you about what happened in the graveyard." The twinkle hardened slightly. _

_ "Voldemort came back. He killed Cedric." I said stonely, holding back tears._

_ "Did he say anything? About the night he killed your parents?" His tone was no longer friendly._

_ "He said he didn't kill them, that he never wanted to kill me."_

_ "Do you believe him?"_

_ "I didn't at first, but, after thinking about it, it makes sense. He never actually tried to kill me. Even when he was trying to get the stone in my first year, I was the one to harm him. He only tried to get me to join him." I explained._

_ "Well then, I'm sorry." He didn't sound like he was sorry as he pointed his wand at me. "Obliviate!"_

_ ..._

**Authors Note: sorry i haven't updated in a while, i've been really busy. But as of now i will be focusing on this story and not any of my other ones so i should update more often. comments are appreciated.**


End file.
